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Roundabout is Fair Play 


The tour had barely got started, and lan Gillan was already done with Ritchie Blackmore and his worsening 
attitude. 


Ritchie had vexed lan since the fateful day he'd agreed to join Deep Purple, but lately his behavior was just 
unconscionable. It was one thing when he'd thrown bits of vegetables at passersby from the car window -- 
that was harmless enough a lark But the fifteen minute long masturbatory guitar solos, refusals to play 


encores, and worst of all, the fuckin’ pranks.. lan was sick to death of Ritchie Blackmore. 


Ritchie had abandoned his old standbys like hiding tape recorders under his bandmates' beds and trying to 
convince them their rooms were haunted. He'd found new and inventive ways of cutting people down -- and 
worse yet, his latest jest was often aimed at their fans. Perhaps Ritchie had just learnt what the word 


"homosexual" meant and, like a child enamored with a new toy, he was eager to try it out at every 
opportunity. 


Fans would be brought backstage, trembling with excitement at meeting their guitar god, words of praise falling 
from their lips: "You're the best guitar player in the world", or "You're my inspiration to start playing, Mr. 
Blackmore." 


And Ritchie would look down on them disdainfully and say, "Oh, are you a homosexual?" 


It was really not lan's job to run interference and soothe the hurt feelings of these fans, who'd lavished praise 
on Ritchie Blackmore only for him to wave them off and call them homosexuals and poofs. He did it anyway -- 
signing things for them and acting a fool to get them to smile again -- but he shouldn't have to. There was no 
cause for this cruel jape, other than Ritchie finding it amusing. 


And really, what was so wrong with being a homosexual? This was a new era, a chance to cast-off the old, 
ugly Victorian morality and really jive and delight in their bodies and the pleasure that love and sexuality could 
bring them. lan wondered what was behind Ritchie's fixation on homosexuals. Perhaps he's put out that he's 
never been fancied by one, lan thought, and snorted softly. 


His breaking point came one night after their gig, when a wide-eyed and somewhat paunchy fan made it 
backstage and made a rush for Ritchie. lan looked up to see Paicey and Jon Lord trying to intercept the poor 
fellow, as Ritchie was, as always, in one of his foul moods; sitting alone, his back to everyone, some paper in 
his lap, probably writing lyrics about fairies and spaceships and other godawful things. Anyway, the fan slipped 
past Jon and Paicey, and babbled to Ritchie, "Mr. Blackmore, its such an honor to meet you! I've dreamed 
about this day--" 


Ritchie leapt up and swooped down on the fan like the angel of death. "Izzat so? Oh, why? Because you're a 
homosexual? A poof? Pray tell” 


lan saw the poor fan's face crumple, heard him stammering in confusion and humiliation as his hero made a 
mockery of him. And then inspiration struck lan like a bolt -- he could almost smell the ozone and the 
scorched earth left by a lightning strike. Oh, Ritchie found this so funny, did he? Nothing but a common bully, 
he was. Well, his kind never like having their jests turned around on them. He rose to his feet and crossed the 


room in three big strides. 


“Blackers, come now," he said, pushing between Ritchie and the red-faced fan. "Don't go flirting with some 


young fellow right in front of me to make me jealous.’ 
Now it was Ritchie's turn to stammer in confusion. "The ‘ell are you going on about--" 


lan didn't want to hear what he had to say, so he steeled himself, grasped Ritchie by those muttonchops, and 
kissed the life out of him. He heard a couple of gasps; Ritchie made an outraged noise against his lips before 
he started fighting like a wild animal to get loose. lan angled his foot in just the right place so that when he 


released him, Ritchie took a step back, tripped over lar's foot, and went sprawling into his chair. 


It had not been a very good kiss, and lan prided himself on his kisses. But he had succeeded in silencing Ritchie, 
who was slumped in his chair with a look of fury crossing into confusion writ all over his face. Turning to the 
fan, lan scribbled an autograph on the fellow's ticket, told him he hoped he'd enjoyed the show, and motioned to 


one of the roadies to show him out. The poor fellow was as slack-jawed and confused as his hero. 


Ritchie wiped at his mouth and glared up at lan. "You bastard" Paicey was snickering; it was harder to tell if 
Jon was smiling or not, due to his beard, but lan imagined that he was as amused as their drummer. Dear 


Roger had not even seen the goings-on, being ensconced somewhere secret, smoking dope with a groupie. 


lan decided to drag out Ritchie's humiliation a little longer. "I'll see you back at the hotel, darling," he said, trying 
to put as much syrup into his tone as possible. 


"Darling'! | have never been your ‘darling'!" 


"That's not what you said last night, lover," lan said. He looked over his shoulder at Paicey and Jon. "Ritchie and 
| have been secret lovers for weeks now. Ah ah!" he said, cutting off Ritchie's outraged protests. "Don't go 
denying it now." 


lm not denying a single blasted thing! I've never been to bed with youl” 


lan didn't know if Paicey and Jon really believed this ridiculous ‘secret lovers’ story, but it didn't really matter 
if they did or not -- all that mattered was that it got under Ritchie's skin Like a lot of people who enjoy making 
others squirm, Ritchie didn't enjoy being the one squirming like a worm on a hook. And the more he furiously 


denied being a homosexual or lan's lover, the more he sounded like he was protesting too much. 


He had earned Ritchie's enmity for life, but lan wasn't that concerned. He was much bigger and stronger than 
Ritchie, and if Ritchie wanted him out of the band, well, lan was already planning to go. He might as well have 


some fun at Ritchie's expense in the meantime. 


Psycho Therapy 


Ritchie refused to share a car back to the hotel with lan. Later he learned why: Ritchie had gone to every last 
person in their entourage and tried to find someone to swap rooms with him so he wouldn't have to share 


with lan. And every last person turned him down -- no one wanted to share a hotel room with Ritchie 


Blackmore. 


Back in those days, it didn't occur to lan Gillan that he was stuck with Ritchie because no one wanted to share 
a hotel room with either one of them. 


Ritchie would've paid for his own room, but the hotel was completely booked. So he stomped up to their room 
and sat in sullen silence on his bed. His body was entirely composed of hard angles, with those eyes burning like 


the devil's own coals. 


lan ambled out of the bathroom in the altogether and flopped down onto his bed, giving Ritchie an easy smile 


as he did so. "Care for a beer?" he asked, offering a swig from a can of ghastly American piss brew. 

Ritchie ignored his kind offer. "Put on some trousers!" he barked. 

lan laughed at him. "I'm doing what comes natural." 

"Bloody pervert. Probably try to molest me in my sleep." Ritchie was so caught up in his mutterings that he 
didn't seem to realize that lan could've molested him a thousand times in his sleep, had he wanted. He could 
have, too: Ritchie was an unnaturally deep sleeper, and on more than one occasion, lan held a mirror to his 


nose to make sure he still breathed. 


"Where do you get off being such a prude?" lan asked him. "You've put a ladder out your window before to 


sneak girls into the hotel room." 


"You're trying to get the better of me," Ritchie said with a snarl. "That display back at the venue was 


despicable." 


"Wot display?" lan had almost forgotten about the kiss. It had been a harmless prank to take Ritchie down a 


peg or two, not exactly a life-changing event. 
"You put your mouth on me," hissed Ritchie. 
"Oh, that. Come off it, Blackers. You deserved it, for ‘ow you acted back there." lan lolled about, comfortable 
with himself and his nudity and vulnerability in a way that Ritchie had never been. "And worrying about me 


molesting you in your sleep! It was an awful kiss.” 


Ritchie's eyes blazed His nostrils flared, he tilted his head back; and a flush of color painted his pale skin 


"You've put your mouth on other men, haven't you," he said. "You certainly act as though you know what 


you're talking about" 


He might be a drunken fool, but lan knew better than to walk into any trap laid for him by Ritchie Blackmore. 


He gave Ritchie a taunting smile and took another draw of his beer. 


Ritchie went on: "You've kissed other men. Yes, you must have. Tasted them! Sucked their tongues! And other 
things.. got them naked and shameless, put your cock in their arses. That mouth you put on me, it's been in 
unspeakable places." Although Ritchie was looking at lan, he didn't see him; Ritchie was lost in his mind's eye. 
"Was it Roger?" he asked all of a sudden. 


"What about Roger?" 


"It was Roger, wasn't it?" Ritchie was still lost in whatever fantasies he was conjuring up. "You've kissed him, 


haven't you? Taken him to bed with you?" Ritchie sucked in air between his teeth. 


lan, still toying with him, gave Ritchie one of his most smoldering sidelong looks, a look more than one girl had 
confessed made her wet. In truth, he was a bit impressed with these lurid fantasies. He didn't know Ritchie had 
it in him. "Do you like to imagine me and Roger together? Us kissing? Do you want me to kiss you again?" 


A barely perceptible tremor ran the length of Ritchie's body. He shook himself a little and seemed to come out 
of his fantasy world. "I will never kiss you. Ever." He drew his legs up to his body and wrapped his arms 


around him, caging himself. 


"No?" lan rolled onto his belly and propped his chin up on his hands. "Everyone thinks we're lovers, anyway. 
They all think I'm doing the things to you that you imagine I've done to dear Roger. You and | in the dark.. wet 
kisses.. me putting my tongue in unspeakable places." He had to bite his lip to keep from laughing at the hitch 
in Ritchie's breathing and the soft squeak from his lips. Ritchie was imagining it all, behind those dark green 


eyes, like a motion picture in his mind. 
"Bastard," said Ritchie. 
"l'm a liar, not a bastard," lan told him. "My parents are married" 


Ritchie stood up, stomped to the bathroom, and brushed his teeth as loudly as he could. He stomped back out 
and threw himself into his bed, turning his back to lan. 


lan abandoned his now warm beer and studied Ritchie. It occurred to him that, after all that teasing, that 
Ritchie might actually want lan to kiss him again. Imagine that! lan could never have foreseen such a thing, but 
it seemed to make the most sense of Ritchie's peculiar behavior. Perhaps he ought to kiss him again. They 
could hardly have a worse kiss than the first one, and Ritchie was badly in need of a kiss, lan felt certain of 
that. Well, not tonight. Let Ritchie stew over his confounding feelings. Served him right. 


Paranoir 


lan was rudely awakened by the impact of something landing beside him on his bed. Grunting, he pried his 
eyelids open to behold Ritchie Blackmore looking down at him. He flung out a hand and managed to turn on the 
lamp sitting on the beside table. 


"What d'you want?" groaned lan. He felt like he'd only just fallen asleep. He'd had such a good dream.. 


Ritchie was almost sitting on top of him, he was so near. lan could feel his breath brush the side of his face. 
"You turned me into a homosexual" Ritchie told him in an outraged tone. 


lan couldn't help it; he burst out laughing. 


Ritchie shoved at him. "Oh yes, very funny! Never mind that I've been sleepless, tormented by these 


homosexual desires, and it's all your foult. Let that weigh on your conscience." 
"Blackers," laughed lan. “That's not ‘ow it works -- one kiss can't make you a homosexual.” 


"Then explain this!" Ritchie gestured at his groin. Obligingly, lan took a look. Ritchie was clad only in a pair of 
white underwear, his long pale legs folded up under him. And indeed, lan found an unmistakable bulge. One might 


even say throbbing Ritchie was sporting an erection that could keep a man awake all night. 


"I still say | didn't make you a homosexual," lan said. "You must be half-a-one to begin with. Although it's 
flattering that you find me so sexy, that you think | could make you into a homosexual with one kiss." 


lan had an inkling of what Ritchie wanted, why he'd woken him up -- not that Ritchie would say aloud that he 
wanted lan to kiss him again, to touch him, to take him to bed. lan had never had a male lover (much less 
imagined making love to Ritchie Blackmore) but he'd been roused from a sensual dream, and that, combined 


with the nearness of Ritchie's body, made him wonder if he would mind making Ritchie's fantasies come true. 


Ritchie set his mouth in a pinch. Some people said that Ritchie never smiled -- not true, he smiled often 
enough, but even his smiles were tense. He was tightly wound by nature. lan took his chances, reached up, and 
wrapped his arms around Ritchie's torso, pulling him closer. "Do you want me to help you with that?" lan asked 
him, burying his nose in Ritchie's hair and inhaling deeply. He bucked up against him, enjoying the feeling of his 
own arousal beginning to build. "| think we could help one another feel good." 


A look of panic crossed Ritchie's face and he yanked himself from lan's arms. lan's arms went slack, but 
Ritchie slapped at him a bit, trying to spark a fight; it was as though he wanted lan to force him, to throw 
him down and make him want it. lan simply put his hands up in front of his face, fending off Ritchie's attack 
When he realized lan wasn't going to grapple with him, Ritchie sprang to his feet and made a mad dash for the 
door. Whether it was that his eyes hadn't adjusted to the light, or that he didn't really want to escape the 
room at all, Ritchie fumbled with the lock and yanked at the doorknob, cursing loudly but not making any 


progress at getting out. 


lan swung his legs over the slide of the bed, stretched to make his back pop, and then strolled up behind 
Ritchie. Pressing his body to Ritchie's back, he reached up and brushed Ritchie's dark hair back from his face. 


He leaned in close and said, "Steady now. What ‘as you so frantic? Hmm?" 


Ritchie twisted ‘round, planting his shoulders against the door and pushing up against lan. He was even harder 
now than he'd been before; his member pressed against lar's thigh and Ritchie was almost grinding against him. 
He did not answer Ian's question, only glared up at him. Ritchie had his bad angles, as all people do, and he was 
not classically handsome, but looking down on him, into those green eyes with their dark lashes, lan found 
himself moved He wanted to know what it would be like to take Ritchie to bed. Would it be like making love to a 
spitfire? 


"If you want me, you can join me on my bed," lan told him, taking a step back and giving Ritchie an easy smile. 
He sprawled across his bed, letting Ritchie decide to come to him. He didn't have to wait long. 


Ritchie slunk towards him, like a prowling cat. He slid across the bed and lay next to lan, not quite touching him. 
He was still painfully hard; there was even a small dark spot on his underwear where the precum seeped 
through. lan rested his hand on the inside of Ritchie's knee. Ritchie's breath hitched but he held still, allowing 
the touch. lan stroked up to his thigh, then slid the blade of his hand into the place where Ritchie's leg met his 
groin. The flesh there was so soft and hot. lan had never touched another man in so intimate a place, and 
found that his own body was responding eagerly. Ritchie stared hungrily between lan's legs, where lar's own 


member was beginning to swell. 


lan caressed him gently, his thumb sliding around the edges of Ritchie's underwear but not quite going inside, 


not yet touching the base of his cock Ritchie had started breathing again, and his breaths came fast and hot. 


Ritchie's hand clamped over lan's. He squeezed, and lan half-expected him to yank his hand away and spit and 
snarl. But instead Ritchie pressed lan's hand against his own clothed erection, bucking up against him for more 


friction. 


"This can't feel too good with that underwear in the way," lan said to him. "If you want me to touch you, take 


it off" 


"You want to see me in the raw, Gillan?" Ritchie asked him, even as he wiggled his underwear off. His cock 


sprang out eagerly. 


"Not as much as you want my hands on you," lan said. Feeling bold and drunk on power, he obliged Ritchie by 
taking him in hand. Ritchie groaned with pleasure and bucked against him again. lan shifted closer, so their cocks 
touched. They were slightly different lengths, their skin different shades; Ritchie's pubic hair was denser and 
blacker. He found the contrast quite beautiful. 


"Oh, fuck," groaned Ritchie. "More, more." 


"More what?" 


"Anything!" Ritchie was shaking with need. "Anything at alll Jerk me off, put your mouth on me, put your 


fingers inside me.." 


This was all new to lan and he wasn't quite sure where to go next, but Ritchie seemed to know just what he 
wanted. He swept his thumb over Ritchie's tip, picking up a bit of precum. Ritchie grasped hold of lars bicep 
and was looking up at him wildly. 


Inspiration struck, and lan pushed Ritchie over onto his back and knelt down between his legs. He pushed his 
knees apart and went for a place that Ritchie wouldn't expect -- he gave him a long, luscious lick from his 


balls to his entrance. The musky scent sent lan's senses into overdrive; Ritchie smelled like male and sex. 


Ritchie's feet were hammering against the mattress as he fought to get more stimulation. lan sat back on his 
haunches and wrapped his hand ‘round Ritchie's cock again, drawing out a desperate yelp. "This won't last long," 
lan said to him. "You're close, aren't you?" 


"Fuck you, Gillan," said Ritchie. "Fuck you, fuck you -- oh!" He cried out loud when lan flicked his tongue against 
his slit. 


"I think | could do anything to you and you'd love it," lan said, just before sucking lightly on the tip. 


This time, Ritchie was beyond cursing him or arguing with him. He grasped at lan's hair, trying to force him 
down on his cock. lan wasn't having any of that. He pulled away, pushing himself between Ritchie's legs and 
bracing his body over Ritchie. His lips brushed Ritchie's cheek, sliding towards his mouth. Now lan was grinding 
against Ritchie, their bodies locked up with passion, their cocks rubbing together. By now, lan was as caught up 
in this as Ritchie was. The position made him feel in control, as though Ritchie were all his to do with as he 
pleased. An impending orgasm built in his groin, he could feel his balls draw up. 


Ritchie wouldn't let lan kiss him. He put up his hand, clamping it over lan's mouth. Undeterred, lan licked the 
palm of Ritchie's hand. 


"Oh, fuck." Ritchie was remarkably foul-mouthed tonight. "Fuck you, fuck me." He raked the nails of his free 


hand down lan's back like a wild animal. 


His body stiffened beneath lan for just a moment, then lan felt the warm splatter of cum painting his 
abdomen. Ritchie's face went slack with pleasure. lan reached down and took himself in hand, and with a couple 
quick pumps he, too, came all over Ritchie's body. His orgasm peaked and swept him away, like a riptide. His 


eyes squeezed shut, and he breathed little huffs through his nose as he wailed into the palm of Ritchie's hand. 


lan had just enough presence of mind to flop down next to Ritchie instead of collapsing onto him. After a 
minute, Ritchie sat up and summoned the strength to rub his hand in the mess covering his belly and chest. 


lan watched him as he rubbed his fingers together, as though coming to terms with the physical proof of 
what had taken place. 


The scratches he'd left on lan's back burned like fire. lan rolled onto his stomach in his quest for relief. 
"You ought to have let me kiss you," lan told him. 


Ritchie didn't say a word. He stood up on shaky legs and walked to the bathroom. The water ran. A few 


minutes later he emerged, cleaned off, and collapsed into his own bed. 
There was surely no coming back from this, lan reflected as exhaustion overtook him. 
He awoke again, at dawn. lan could've sworn he'd felt the mattress dip next to him, and his lips were wet, as 


though someone had kissed him in his sleep. But when he raised his head, he saw Ritchie laying in his own bed, 
his back to him. 


